trees. A drunken wasp, swollen with sugar, was
furiously buzzing in the room. The leaves were once
again upon the trees which, touched by the heat,
showed as great masses of thick and blackish green.
Never, for many long years, had there been a summer
like this. The roses scarce budded before their petals
began to drop upon the ground which looked as
though it were covered with red-hot ashes. The iris
leaves hung down like thirsty tongues. Not a bird was
singing, but the air was filled with the continuous
vibration of insects round the windows, curtains, and
the shining gleam of copper. Everywhere, the room
was filled with a sparkle of light.

Francois's face felt blazing hot. The whole country-
side had taken on the fierce exhausted look of seed-
time. The sky had become impalpable, showing a
dusty blue in the brilliance of this morning with its
threat of thunder.

Ah! that herd of wandering cows which prevented
me from running! I had got wedged into a corner
under a carriage-entrance. A fly which had followed
me when I left the house, had been with me all the
way. There was no one in the village. The Angelas
bell had rung. As I passed the butcher's shop, I heard
the bead curtains at the door gently stir and tinkle.
I could hear, too, the handle of his frigidaire drop and
rise again with a sound that brought a feeling of peace.
I stopped guilelessly in front of the tobacconist's
window. A strong smell of pepper and string came
from within, mingled with the scent of the dried-up
forest, a scent of split and'resinous wood. There was
sweat on my nose. I had no handkerchief, and rubbed
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